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)o r/W UUch within whtwo.K UgriBtl Fathers, 

“Diuincly bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly lute would he be mou d, 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Buc. Retume good Catesby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepc defignes and matters of great moment, 

No lc lie importing then our general! good, - 

Are come to hauc fome coferencc wit h bis grace. 

Cat. Tie tell him what you Uy my Lord. Exit. _ 

Bm. A ha my Lord, this prince ts not an Edward: 

He .is not Juiling.on a leauJ day bed, 

But on his ki.ccs at meditation : 

Notdallying with a brace of Curtizs ns, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs : 

Notflcepingto ingrollc his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchful 1 foule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious pi incc 
Take on himfelfc the foucraigntic thereon, 

Butfurelfearewe ihall neuerwinne him to it. 

Md. Marry God forbid his grace fliould fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord i 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haueailembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeakc with him, 

His grace not being wamd thereof before: 

My Lord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen (liould 
Sufpcd me that I meane no good to him. 
j l Ry hentien I come in pcrfefl loue to him, 

’ And lo once more returncand tell his grace: Exit Catesby, 

TVhcn holy and deuout religious men, 
we* Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence. 

So fwcet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and trvo Btjhops aloft . 

Mater. Sec where he flands betweene two Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props of vertue for a Chtiftian Prince: 

To flay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Fitfr:" 
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broke off litre 






of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagcnet,moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablc eares to my requeff, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Ofthy deuotion and right Chrirtian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there necds.no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Whocarncft in thefcruictofmyGod, 

Neglcdt the vifitation of my friends: 

But ieauing this, what is your Graces pleafere? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleaferh God aboue, 

And all good menofthisvngouernd He. 

* Glo. Ido fufpeft , I hauc donefome offence. 

That feemc dH'gracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You hauemyLord: would itpleafe your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfc wherfore breath I in a Chrillian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault thatyou refigne 
The fupreame Seate,the Throne maicflicall. 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceflors, 

The lineal! glory ofyourroyallHoufc, 

To the corruption of a blemillit flocke : 

WhiJcft in the inildcncflcofyourflecpic thoughts. 

Which here wc waken to vour Conntryes good: 

This noble lie doth want his propc^limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamie, 

And almoll fhouldrcd in this fwallowing gulph, ifrCg. 
Of blind forgctfulndfe and darkc obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite j7* t e ente/r * 

Your Gracious felfc to take on you the foucraigntie thereof! 
Not as Protcftor, Steward , Subflitute, 
ir Nor lowly Fadfor for an others gainc ? 

But as fecceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth ,yourEt»perie,yourowne : 

For this conferred with the Citizens, 
pafoertj Your worfiiipfull and very louing freinds, Qesv'iy ' 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fete come I to mouc ypur Grace. 

H eia. 
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